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Sleep was a triumph. Aminta's healthy frame rode
her over petty agitations of a blood tminflarned, as lightly
as she swam the troubled sea-waters her body gloried to
cleave. She woke in the morning peaceful and mildly
reflective, like one who walks across green meadows.
Only by degrees, by glimpses, was she drawn to remember
the trotting, cantering, galloping, leaping of an active
heart during night. We cannot, man or woman, control
the heart in sbep at night. There had been wild leap-
ings. Night \\ill lead an unsatisfied heart of a woman,
by way of sleep, to scale black mountains, jump jagged
chasms. Sleep is a horse that laughs at precipices and
abysses. We bid women, moreover, be all heart. They
are to cultivate their hearts, pay much heed to their
hearts. The vast realm of feeling is open to these
appointed keepers of the sanctuary household, who may
be withering virgins, may be childless matrons, may be
unhusbanded wives. Wandering in the vast realm which
they are exhorted to call their own, for the additional
attractiveness it gives them, an unsatisfied heart of
woman will somewhat audaciously cross the borderland
a single step into the public road of the vast realm of
thinking. Once there, and but a single step on the road,
she is a rebel against man's law for her sex. Nor is it
urgent on her that she should think defiantly in order
to feel herself the rebel. She may think submissively,
with a heart (the enlarged, the scientifically plumped,
the pasture of epicurean man), with her coveted heart in
revolt, and from the mere act of thinking at all.

Aminta reviewed perforce, dead against her will,
certain of the near-to-happiness racings over-night. She
thinned her lips, and her cheeks glowed. An arm, on
the plea of rescuing, had been round her. The choice
now offered her was, to yield to softness or to think.
She took the latter step, the single step of an un-
accustomed foot, which women educated simply to feel,
will, upon extreme impulsion, take; and it held a candle
in a windy darkness. She saw no Justice there. The
sensational immensity touched sublime, short of that
spirit of Justice required for the true sublime, And